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and leaning well down, gasping and almost blind, for our
eyes were all but closed, we reached the summit. There the
gale, deflected upwards by the windward slope, drove the
snow high above our heads in a long continuous wall that
was almost opaque. It rushed upwards and, arching over,
spun hissing away behind us towards the penguin city, which
had long ago been blotted from view. Heads down we
plunged forward through the stinging veil, peering once
more down towards Deception Harbour. It lay below us
darkling and unruffled, ringed with its black and white walls.
As we descended the slope we left the wind behind us, rush-
ing in the upper air. Down here there was no wind at all
and it was snowing in large heavy flakes. We laughed,
remembering how, but twenty minutes ago, I had gasped,
through lips almost closed by ice: " Good God! We'll never
make it"

And Rayner had replied: "Ofcourse we shall.   Keep
hold of my hand/'

About mid-summer life begins to become a bit too much
for the anxious parents in the penguin colonies. The little
wizened grey misery that we saw at Deception grows fast and
clamours louder and louder, in its thin piping voice, to be
fed. It stretches its beak upwards in ceaseless expectancy
and, if not yielded to immediately, it importunes its parents
without mercy, yelling up into their faces for food and waving
its gaping beak backwards and forwards under their noses.
Both husband and wife work overtime, taking it in turns to
go away to sea and return with gorged crops, which, after a
little feigned refusal, they disgorge for the benefit of their
ofisprmg. This is an obscene business. The parent bends
downwards with the beak wide open. There is a vomiting
movement in the throat and the lucky child pushes its beak,
and indeed half its head, into its parent's mouth. Here the
disgdged contents of the parental crop are held on a